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house Point and from there to East Windsor,
the home of Mrs. Elizabeth Brown, wife of Dr.
Brown. Her parents were then living. Her
father, the Uev. Shubael Bartlett, was the pastor
of the East Windsor Congregational Church. I
well remember the first Sabbath we attended his
church. We three Chinese boys sat in the
pastor's pew which was on the left of the pulpit,
having a side view of the minister, but in full
view of the whole congregation. We were the
cynosure of the whole church. I doubt whether
much attention was paid to the sermon that day.
The Rev. Shubael Bartlett was a genuine type
of the old New England Puritan. He was exact
and precise in all his manners and ways. He
spoke in a deliberate and solemn tone, but full of
sincerity and earnestness. He conducted him-
self as though he was treading on thin ice, cau-
tiously and circumspectly. One would suppose
from his appearance that he was austere and
exacting, but he was gentle and thoughtful. He
would have his- family Bible and hymn book
placed one on top of the other, squared and in
straight lines, on the same spot on the table every
morning for morning prayers* He always sat
in the same spot for morning prayers. In other
words, you always knew where to find him. Hiso Ware*r the rca#on in part       1 wi^           ^

